
WfcSTfc* 


Poems by Joe Smythe 

I v\ with illustrations by 
L-_ v \ Derek Jones i 


, $() VK^ 



Unity House 
Euston Road 
London, NWi sBL 

Within the ranks of ordinary working men and 
women lies a veritable wealth of talent in the 
field of literature, music and the whole range of 
the arts. 

In the Report of the Working Party set up by 
the Trades Union Congress in 1975 to “consider 
and make recommendations on ways in which 
trade unionists and their families may be 
enriched by, support and contribute to the Arts” 
the need was emphasised for action to allow 
people to exercise, enjoy and develop all their 
creative capacities as basic to human existence. 

Joe Smythe and Derek Jones, both members of 
the National Union of Railwaymen, have already 
in their spare time away from their transport work 
established clearly that they have a considerable 
contribution to make in the enrichment of the 
Arts. 

The N.U.R. grasped this opportunity to encour- 
age their talents by the commissioning and spon- 
soring of this book of verse in connection with the 
Liverpool/ Manchester Railway 150th Anniversary 
Celebrations. 
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FIRST SHUNT 


Open up the grog tent, Trooper, 
Let the canvas ride, 

Tuppence a pints no robbery 
For Navvies in their stride. 


Heres to your garters, Trooper, 
May they never snap on ice, 
When we reaches Earlstown 
Dont jack-up the price. 


Navvies take what they can get, 
There is no consequence. 

Open up the grog tent, Trooper, 
We’ve jumped the fence. 
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SIX GANG 


Newspapers call Navvies banditti 
Though bandits aren’t heard to sweat, 
I’ve seen old Mac and his mate 
Ferocious when vittles were wet. 

I can see the line behind us, 

The lie of the land to come, 

Flashing of sun on shovel 
Isn’t all work to some, 

We of the old Number Six Gang 
Who floated a railway across 
A nice little patch of wilderness, 

The unbeatable Chat Moss. 


Surveyors are what puts paid to 
Easy days on the line. 

You’d swear they went out searching 
Hard rock every time; 

Bottomless mud to drown in, 

Valleys nowhere near 
Yesterdays horizon, 

Surveyors is what we fear. 

The Engineers a Geordie, 

An iron of the mind 
Keeping a word for Navvies 
Of the human kind. 
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We’ve got the last bad miles done, 
The rest, I’ve heard’s, a stroll, 

Still, its pick and shovel, 

Still, God damn your soul, 

From Bloody Jack the Overseer, 
Who dont like what he see’s, 

And Poor House waits on laggards, 
And poors the worse disease 
For men who’ve made a railway 
Their remembered pride, 

As one of the old Number Six Gang 
Bandits dont ride. 


QUIET DAY 


Lay the broom gently, boys. 

Gently boys, gently boys, 

Lay the broom gently, railway must cross. 
Tie the rail softly, boys, 

Softly boys, softly boys, 

Tie the rail softly, over Chat Moss. 


Sing the song slowly, boys, 

Slowly boys, slowly boys, 

Sing the song slowly, all else abate. 

Wake the world quietly, boys, 

Quietly boys, quietly boys, 

Wake the world quietly, to this we create. 
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WATER STREET SONG 


Cherry on the bough, sir, 
Cherry on the bough, 

One a penny, two a penny, 
Three a penny now. 


Take the treasure here, sir, 
Take the treasure here, 
Little cash is all you need 
For my pennies cheer. 


Have them how you will, sir, 
Have them how you will, 

He who gathers gainsays, 
Appetites to fill. 


Cherry is not cream, sir, 
Cherry is not cream, 

One a penny, two a penny. 
Three a penny dream. 
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ANOTHER LUDDITE 


Thats my new kitchen wench singing in my bed, 

she certainly is alive. I call 

that piece a baggage, always. She paints 

herself a different hue; such women, 

ever the rememberers of imagined virtue. 

Would’st see her? Peer through the bullet hole 

in the bedroom door. I shot a peeping footman 

through that door. Mark how she smiles, 

as if unaware we watch. Your heavy breathing 

might be heard among my villagers 

two miles from here. Bronchial, you say? 

A common complaint among my millhands, 
peeping footmen too. 


Did’st see that flush 

extend from face to shoulder? I’m glad 

you missed that shoulder, sir, ’twas overmuch 

for a bronchial and a shaking man, I now observe. 

Too cold in the hall? You would step inside 

for the fires warmth and your healths sake? 

Let me assist you over the threshold, ’tis 
a tricky step. There. Be seated, yes, 
on the bed. I shall sit here and as we talk 
load this musket. Burglars and prowling men 
are the scourge of the country hereabouts. 
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You say you represent the Railroad Company 
and would like to bring your rail across my land? 
Compensation? That much? I had not thought 
the earth of ten generations would be so valued. 


Observe my kitchen wench, is she not 
a country beauty? Those breasts were approved 
by a famous sculpterer, I’ve forgot his name, 
winged him when his hand strayed from the stone. 
Notice how perfectly the nipples are aligned, 
bit of a freak, that. Your breathings poorlier. 


In these parts a man is responsible for his servants, 
their physical safety and their moral welfare, 
so if it should chance, a stranger among us 
would abuse our hospitality, and our kitchen 
wench 

small wonder how a loaded musket, much like this, 
might be discharged in the defence of honour. 
There are man-traps in my grounds o’ night 
strong enough to snap a leg. Now, mark 
that thigh, sir, does it not beg the caressing hand? 





SECOND SHUNT 


I had some funny face balloons 
to float among these poems, 
loud bands for fanfaring 
metrical memorabilia 
and firework jokers out of trains 
rude as grafitti. 


Reading the books was something else again. 
All I looked for was the dates, 
names and events. 

What I got was no place 
for a funny face balloon. 


There never was a railway 
to itself alone. 

There was the railways part 
in what had been, and is, 
and people were never enough 
to fill their world. 


There was a book called The Peoples Road 
I’m glad I didn’t write. 


STONE THROWER 


Shall there be singing? 

Yes, singing. 

Shall a blind man play a fiddle? 

Yes, blind man fiddle. 


Shall bread be given? 

Quiet, child, 

Master will hear you 
and singing stopped 
and the blind fiddler 
sent workless home. 




X .. 
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RAINHILL RISING 


Cycloped disqualified with its horse, 
Novelty failed bellows force, 

Sans Pareils boiler leaked, 

Perseverance sneaked 

Barely six miles per hour on the course. 


Rocket was first at the gate, 

Ten miles and rising with that weight, 

Nearly thirteen tons 

In forty measured runs 

And seven hours one minute would be late. 


Off went Rocket to a cheer 

From those country folk crowding near. 

Precisely half past ten 

When Rainhill saw the men 

Steam into Railways chosen year. 


Pieca cake, said our Robert S, 
Never doubted its success, 
Rocket simmered in the park 
Of Octobers early dark; 

Time was changing its address. 
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ROLL CALL 


Eight engines with eight famous names, 
stage coach names, who wouldn’t need them 
anymore, pulled the first trains on the Lines 
first day. Northumbrian was leader, Phoenix 
next, then was North Star, Rocket, Dart, 
Comet, Arrow, Meteor, names which are to us 
museum pieces, but on that day alive 
with the immense sovereignty of the horse, 
famous coaching inns on famous roads, 
forever’s England, of a hundred years, perhaps, 
the reigning stage of an older theatre. 

New mummers with old names appropriate 
legends of a past they must destroy, 
acquire nostalgia and allay suspicion. 


LINESIDE INCIDENTS 


Only the poor were pelting the better dressed 
with mud, at the Manchester end; only starving 
weavers lined the embankments to remind 
the important men in the important trains, 
bread and circuses with no bread 
represented a truly total corruption; 
only the trains were six hours later 
than promised; only the band was playing 
Rule Brittania for the eighteenth time; 
only prudent manufacturers were leaving 
with worried investors faces; only one 
engine arrived at last; only a doctor 
was hoisted aboard and driven away; 
only was rumour, that damned band again. 
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MANCUNIAN MAN 


Ten thousand pounds, my Plugger said, 
ten thousand pounds each railway mile, fool. 

Note the difference of man and Master. 

Are you warm, my dear? You can see Hulme Hall 
across the fields; not for long, I warrant. 

Idiot situation for a terminus. This crowd. 

Stand close, old girl, Til protect your flanks. 

(He thinks I’m a horse). How right I was, 
not to invest my money (My money), 
with the Railway Company. Even my Plugger 
(My Plugger), called their choice of terminus 
their madness. A central position, he said, (Yes) 
is always more advantageous, (Oh, yes), than 
this country situation. Pluggers right. (Ummm). 


*9 


ONE VISITING 


The pistons are properly phallic, wheels 
are the female in their smooth advance, 

I approve of the sexual engines steaming 
invitations to the slow world dreamers. 
These should fire the revolution, bring 
man to woman with his hardened nerve 
poised for a discriminate destination, 
with no end of naughty dialogue 
learned from railwaymen. I would see 
all England travelling in this fashion, 
the whole of men and women rhythmic 
as the piston drives the wheel, 
as coal gives water steam, as rail 
resounds to trains of steaming generation. 


so 


FELLOW TRAVELLER 


Also William Huskisson 

one hundred and fifty years dead, 

hopes for a memory. He, too, 

the roads first day death, 

figures in the canvas of the age, 

ridiculously alive. Would any 

now remember him had he died 

at home and in his bed, had 

not that speed of Rockets 

caught him scrambling, life aware? 

Theres a plaque at Parkside 

in a sped by script, better 

for the travellers morale, perhaps, 

William Huskisson’s uncomprehended. 



ROBERT STEVENSON — 1803-1859 



22 


ISAMBARD 
KINGDOM BRUNEL 

1806-1859 
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COMPANY 


They were ordinary men 
fond of cigars and women, 
with one bad joke 
and a bank managers respect 
to their credit. 

Nobody ever saw them 

with whips in hand, 

their teeth weren’t sharpened 

like amateur dracula’s 

they didn’t have names 

like Bone Crusher, Gut Spiller, 

nor even Shit Eater. 

Yet generations of railwaymen 
behaved as if sucked dry, 
crushed, 
spilled, 

and endlessly eaten. 
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CLASS 


She was the Inspectors daughter, 
I was the Porters son, 

For years we paused in passing, 
Now she’s dead and gone. 


Paused and never spoke yet 
Unspoken love was there, 

She was the Inspectors daughter, 
I was the Porters heir. 


Her eyes I well remember 
Looked longingly at me, 

A girl as young as beautiful, 
Brave as a memory. 


She married the Station Master 
Twenty years or more. 

Married and gone for ever, 

For ever gone, the whore. 


BLACKLEG 


When the moneys coming in, who cares how, 
When the bairns no more are thin, who cares how, 
When the women walk in shoes, 

When vittles get their dues, 

Who the bleeding hell cares how, who cares how? 


When the bosses smile about, who cares how, 
When they’re richly clad and stout, who cares how. 
When Contractor claps your back 
And calls you good old Jack, 

Who the bleeding hell cares how, who cares how? 


When you’ve had a working day, who cares how, 
When you feed your own on pay, who cares how, 
When the rest of England starve 
If you your meat can carve, 

Who the bleeding hell cares how, who cares how? 


When you live or when you die, who cares how, 
When a reckoning is nigh, who cares how, 

When the lock-outs at an end 
And your action must defend, 

Who the bleeding hell cares how, who cares how? 
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VICTORIA STATION, 1900 


I’ll sing for you, mister, give us a penny. 

I know the song of the ladies bustle 
and Champagne Charlie on the cobbles 
is me favourite, I know all the words. 

Carry your bag, sir, carry your missus. 

I know the best hotels and all the porters 
and between ourselves, as man to man, 

I know a house or two where gentlemen 
such as your honoured self would find 
sweeter accomodation than her beside you. 
Easy with the marmadukes, Guv’nor, 
how was I to know you're a blessed Bishop 
not having seen a Bishop, bless’d or otherwise: 
how about Faith Of Our Fathers, d’ye like the 
tune? 
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ALL OUT ONE OUT 


The Knockerup went missing 
so none of the early Turns turned out 
on the Third of May, 1926. 

This was said at the Hunts Bank offices: 
Give that Knockerup the sack. 


Nobody told them the railway had stopped. 

They learned of it when the men were going back. 
The Knockerup wasn't reinstated. 

Thats an old railwaymans tale, of course. 

The Company was never so out of touch 
They’d sack a Knockerup and not evict him. 
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You could put the fog in your pocket, 
Scrape the sun from the floor, 

Drink all day with a sawdust arm, 

All night go back for more. 


Bold Pacifies harboured in 
Dead end platforms of the year, 
Jersey Lillies anchoring 
Among the smaller beer. 


Anyone for riding 
Oilcan primed and ready? 
Burdock in the four-foot grew 
Mockeries of Teddy. 
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Stratagems of hanging on 
Each little that remained, 
Here was life’s adventure, 
Here the juice was strained. 


We’re waiting for the good times, 
We’re saving up our spunk, 

And lie a lot, and look for change 
From bits and bitter junk. 


MIKE S WIDOW 


I got this poem from B. Brecht, 

A German poet and longtime twerp; 

Rolling my waggon over the bones of the dead 
Means roll over everyone. 

In the days of Steam a railwayman called Mike 
Got himself killed ‘out of his occupation,’ 

You can bet his widow cursed him for that 
When she learned there was no compensation. 

She had it rough and rougher yet 
There were kids to feed and rent to be paid, 
Luckily her back yard was next to the railway 
Which meant she always had a fire, 

For every loco passing was slowing down, 

Some said for the signal, some said vacuum loss. 
Whatever the reason those locomen would lob over 
A lump or two of coal : for Mike, they’d shout. 


So the mates of Mike kept his widow warm 
And not in the way you dirty minds are thinking, 
Comradeship existed after death 
In the days I speak of. 

So many loco’s hived off so much coal 

Mikes widow soon had more than she could burn. 

She went into the coal business, 

Selling from her backyard the freely given. 

The locomen didn’t mind at first, it would 
Be extra for the kids, they said, give ’em 
The edge they’d need, those fatherless. 

Over the top the coal would go: for Mike, they’d 
shout. 

When the sign appeared saying Coal Merchant 
Those locomen decided they’d done enough, 
Mikes widow smiled, she’d got her start. 

She never looked back, not even at the trains. 

This wasn’t B. Brechts version, he never 
Went beyond the gathering of the coal. 

Theatre communists never see further than 
the point they're making, or dont let on they do. 


THE RAILWAY CHILDREN 


Yorkshire horse was shuffling 
Wounds through London Road. 

Save the banks the money’s sacred 
Heart she sang Kevin Barry 
Was a soldier in the cellar. 

Cradle breasted Irish 
Where no bomb shall find us. 

St. Lukes, black as nightmares spider, 
Pisstoned Gog and Magog, 

Mayfields burning. 

Going home 

The snow on Ardwick Green North 
Curled by the wind 
Like a long white carpet 
Rolled against the railings of the park. 
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LOST ONES 


I remember a line of twenty, thirty horses, 
filling Ancoats Lane like monuments 
to an ancient craft of being great. 

The browns, the blacks, the greys, 
chestnut flaring to a favourite white, 
stable fresh companions of a magic day 
somewhere in the Forties when it mattered. 
The railway horse, big as horses, 
larger on the cobbles than goodbye 
with Belsen, hello Hiroshima, 
victory in someones glory words. 

Ancoats horses and Ancoats Yard have gone, 
and the old words fill the new wars, 
and we have lost the horses, that last war. 
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1 92 3- 1 948 


One hundred and forty seven Company's 
Were forced to four in nineteen twenty three, 
In nineteen forty eight the four 
became the only Company. 


These were political acts endured 
By those fine old regimes, 

Not justice nor justification 
Concerning stolen dreams. 


More the blind who led the blind 
In a fine old fashioned fable, 

An ousting of the intemperate 
From a shrinking table. 
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GRINDER MAN, GRINDER MAN 


When Mr Beeching 

Began to carve up the Railway 

He was called Dr, 

Like Dr Jekyll and Dr Crippen, 

Like Dr Goebells and Papa Doc, 
poor bugger. 

All he was doing was the Governments dirty work, 
And Managements shirked from work, 

And making the future safe for the car industry, 
And the road construction industry. 

He could have been anyone. 

But he had to be a Dr 
So we could recognise 
The sinister. 

Mr Beeching 
Dr Beeching 
Lord Beeching, 

There had to be a growth somewhere. 


38 


THIRD SHUNT 


Eleven times I tried to write 
another poem for The Peoples Road, 
five hours within myself 
trains were moving, 
signals changed, 

night gathered immense wagons 
in a string of stars, 
sun shuffled 
shunting dawns, 
and I could not write. 

1 had forgotten myself 
in the studied books, 
lost my own experience 
in the history of others, 
become the old events, 
and I could not write. 

Theres learning for you. 

The road itself had taught 
to live is to be 

perception first, then memory. 

I remember these lives within 

from a sense of being 

one with the road, 

which book is peopled 

as this twelfth success 

with what 1 saw when the eyes were mine. 
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LIVERPOOL ROAD, 1978 


George Stephenson was here, tough old Georgie 
with his P-Way walking legs agog again. 

First station of the worlds first passenger 
railway, Liverpool Road to Liverpools Edge Hill, 
1830. 1830. The hundreth and fiftieth 
anniversary celebrations have been announced, 
mostly to do with the Rainhill Trials, which 
is wise of everyone concerned, considering 
the state of Liverpool Road today, it must 
be the oldest slum in Manchester. George 
Stephenson said: you can change the shape 
of the world sooner than men’s minds, and: 
suffer the nobility, they have the money. 

George Stephensons monument is in our 
consciousness. 
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HERES HOW IT IS 


The cry of The Wilder Shunter is heard no more 
at Ordsall Lane, Duncan Street 
and Liverpool Road. This endangered species 
has fled the Cross Lane area and none knows 
where they've gone, The Wilder Shunter, The 
Lesser Spotted Shunter, and their rare seen cousin, 
The Sleeping Tapper; all, all departed 
from their natural habitat. The balance of things 
Salford has been upset, pubs are deserted, betting 
shops are closing down, signalmen are smiling 
at their wives again. An ecological disaster 
threatens us irreparably when the cry 
of The Wilder Shunter no more disturbs 
the feet-up driver on Target 50, ever again. 
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WHAT MEN ARE YOU? 


Where have all the firemen gone? bloody 
factories every one, thats where you’ll find them. 
Where are all the drivers now? knocking it 
back in The Old Brown Cow, driving behind 
them. 

Where are the guards of yesterday? took 
the money and didn’t stay, dribbling a tear. 
Where is Agecroft and Patricroft sheds, 

Ordsall Lane boxes, Ordsall Lane beds, 
where is the world of our yesteryear? 

I’ve had it with those moaning sods 
who never let up with rhymed lament, 
as if their life was the only life 
before and after them. I’m saying good 
words for now, the best of the best of times. 
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OLD PRINTS 


That windbreak park of tree’s on Barton Moss 
looks like a blasted wood from World War One 
most seasons of the year. Old prints 
have always shown a treeless waste, which 
may have been more fashionable than actual, 
the great northern wilderness of theirs. 

Its an unlucky country in this corner, 
crossed by rail and motorway and wind, 
tunnelled under in the age of coal, 
seamed, bisected, channelled, scored, 
the great northern wilderness of ours. 

Even at the greenest end of summer 

that windbreak park of tree’s on Barton Moss 

look ready to erupt in old khaki 

men in thousands screaming to a slaughter. 
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BACKING ’EM IN 


Shunters rain in the a.m. siding 

means none will show and we’re on our own. 

Shove ’em in, Charlie, and watch my light, 

I’m leading you blind when the dolly’s off. 
Whats the betting our return work cancelled 
and the engines wanted miles from home? 

We’ll have a brew before we move again. 

Slow down, Charlie, I’m showing you green. 
This yard was lit a hundred years ago, 
slow down, Charlie, you crazy bastard. 

I’m screwing the brake hard on and scarpering. 
Working these night turns is getting played out. 
I hope those lazy sods have got the kettle on, 
keep coming, Charlie, you’ve a mile of road. 
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MISHAP 


The rubber duck man was here last night 
grinning at the window with all his teeth, 
make no mistake, he is out to get us, 
those silver plate in the head memories 
fixing us to a permanent alteration. 

He was a shunter before the accident 
sent him prowling shunters cabins 
in half a hundred shunting yards 
shrunk to half a dozen now, rubber duck 
man in the rubber duck mask, grinning 
at windows, scratching at doors, 
only quacking when he's spoken to; 

I’ve heard him scream among the wagons, 
nobody walks down there alone. 
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TURN 25 


An orange coloured moon at Healey Mills 
balloons about a sunset kind of sky 
over the floodlit sidings easy slant, 
splinters behind a comic book of cloud, 
reappears its usual yellow distance. 

Wagons slump on quiet roads, a Loco 

in the Up Departure whistles out, 

the Up Main greens with signals, and look, 

over the Staging, an hare, all stilt-legged wariness. 

A 350 bufters-up coal empties in a chain 

of sound so familiar now, it seems 

a family sound. Midnight, meaning 

my birthdays over, birthdays 

are a clownish moon at forty four. 
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A SMALL PHILOSOPHY 


The guard is a man who sits in a van, 
the van at the back of the train, the driver 
up front thinks the guard is a cunt, the guard 
thinks the drivers the same. I wonder 
who wrote those verses. I’ve seen them 
everywhere, lavatory walls, mess rooms, 
engine bulkheads, from Carnforth to Crewe, 
Llandudno to Leeds, thats my patch, 
and everywhere, this little bitterness; 
which might parade a larger truth, 
travels the roads like a mocking eye. 

There is no brotherhood in it, this 
most memorable of rail grafitti, 

I wish I hadn’t wished I’d written it. 
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P.N.B. 


Its the staring truth, said Iris-Got-Your-Number- 
Kid. 

carriage cleaners are the niggers of the railway, 
sorry, Valma, I was thinking of that song, Women 
are the niggers of the world, and its no 
coincidence most of us are bleedin’ women, 
crucified women. Sisters, and Fred and Roger 
over there in the corner who is doing it again, 
chop his bleedin’ hands off, girls. Sisters, 
how long must we stay in the last century, 
how much more of these primitive conditions, 
primitive hours, primitive pay, are we 
to suffer under, are those Rail House 
chauvinists to be on top for ever? Sisters, 
dont look at Roger, girls, he’s only boasting. 
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NOT MY COUNTRY 


Returning with an Accrington of accents 
these children would have been Bombays 
ten years ago, and here you see 
the colour of their silence colour 
trains quiet to unspoken languages. 

I’m sick of this retreating country 

nailed at barricades suspicious blood, 

far from the heart. Mother 

India shall not succour these 

whose heritage is in distraint, this train 

describes the accents future; 

from averted eyes no less than 

shouted murder signalled 

go the desolate, and go the children. 
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HARD WINNING 


Deaths a queer fellow 
for his gamier victories 
who wins the easier heats, 
thats always the trouble 
with the great competitors, 
no seifs too small 
to be enlarged on. 

Death took Danny Oggle 
by the scruff 
one late nights shunting, 
he kept coming back 
with a curse for anyones 
seen it coming. Danny 
Oggle didn't die that much. 
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HOOKED OFF 


Fact is, fictions easier than facts 

are said to be. Here is a railway performing 

what I said was maybe, somewhere on the line, 

approximate imaginings. I’m not pretending 

here lies history. I like people sooner 

than believe in what they did, times 

a bad device for judging with. 

Better the going than the coming to, 

certainly the dawn might promise more, 

its not the lights arrangement but our hopes 

render performance. It may prove no comfort, 

well, its mine, take other roads 

for the high illusion, truth in art. Truth is, 

truth was lying anywhere imagination happened. 


LONELY MAN 


I’d swear that man was Lenin 

On the last train to Lime Street, 

Looking exactly as you think he would 

Except for the Anfield scarf 

And Paisley Rules 

Stitched to the back of his jacket. 


The forehead was right, and the eyes, 
And the faded gingery hair, 

And the remoteness, that too, was right. 
He looked lonely as an Everton supporter 
At the end of most seasons. 

Something was wrong with all this right. 


Maybe it was the rattle he now and then twirled, 
Or the can of beer listlessly drunk, 

Maybe Liverpool had lost their game. 

He stared out of the window most of the way, 
Stared into darkness and the rain 
Looking like Lenin on no important train. 
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TANK TRAIN 


The air is heavy 
at Stanow, heavier 
than anywhere else. 


The land slides 
past the slid-by river, 
top heavy with its 
cargoes crude 
and insolent installations. 


Stealthily the train 
propels outside 
the charged siding, 
and the slow mount 
towards West Cheshire 
quickens on the Lankey. 
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A CLENCHED FIST IN THE 
PORTERS ROOM 


In the world of the World Revolution 
Prolonged Popular War shall be fine, 
Revisionists deserve their execution 
From this Proletarian Combine. 


Marcusites definitely have had it, 
The Socialist Workers Party, too, 
Stalinism shall be another rabbit 
For the jolly Trotskyites in blue. 


Mere trade union aggression, 
Conformist rank-and-fileisms out. 
Incorrect Line shall be confession 
To more than Reactionairy doubt, 


The Porters Revolutionary Cadre, 
(Victoria Branch) here and now declare, 
We shall withdraw our labour 
For rotten Harry Crandle we can't bear. 


His Genocidal feet Oppress us, 
His subjugating breath Demeans, 
His body teeming with Obsessive 
Reactionary Racialist Regimes. 
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Is proof that Management is Plotting 
With this Rabid Running Dog 
To overthrow our merry squatting 
And wall sloganeering in the bog. 


The Porters Revolutionary Cadre, 
(Victoria Branch) stand firm 
Against the Unbridled flavour 
Of Management and its creeping worm, 


The Imperialistic Lackey, Harry Crandle, 
Agent Provocateur, whats more, a spy! 
Our Insurrectional little band’ll 
Black the Pabloite Revisionists eye. 


Capitalists of the world take heed, 

The Ninetieth International is at hand, 
The Porters Revolutionary breed 
Grafitti on our walls demand. 


The Ultra-Deviationist, Harry Crandle, 

That Neo-Proto-Crypto-Fascist swine, 

Has taken on more than he can handle, 

Porters of the Right Thinking, Peaceful 

Co-Existence, Revolutionary Cadre, 
Prolonged Popular War, Insurrectionist, 
Line. 
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THE ILLITERATES 


When the politician talks of socialism 
He’s talking from his own experience 
Which itsn’t my experience, maybe not yours, 

The politicians socialism is 
A greater distribution of the privileges 
He can only see, I, and maybe you, 

Have got to strain to make ourselves 
Just like him. 

When the worker talks of socialism 
He’s talking from his own experience 
Which is my experience, maybe its yours, 

The workers socialism is 
A greater distrubution of the privileges 
He can only see, I, and maybe you, 

Dont have to strain to make ourselves 
Just like him. 

Socialism shouldn’t be the extension of privilege 
but its extinction. 

When the worker talks of socialism 

He should be talking beyond his experience 

Which should be my experience, and maybe yours, 

The workers socialism should be 

The just man to his own 

From what he could be, I, and maybe you, 

Have got to strain to make ourselves 
Just like him. 
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LOOPED 


You'll have to excuse me sweating in this poem, 
nearing the end of the book 
is taking it out of me. Started in July 
and now its January, six months 
inventing railway is no rose garden. 

I’m feeling buffer-locked with what I know, 
what I thought I knew, what I never knew, 
a dream of trains, trains people. 

It was never a game, maybe it should have been, 
all roots and no flower. I’m running 
round the last train of this Working, 
how far from where I started I’m not sure, 
only the road hardens, somewhere 
up ahead the job has stopped. 
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AN OLD LINE 


I’m a railway goods guard without a goods train, 
They’re breaking up Yards and leaving the Main, 
The roads of my life are burning for scrap, 
Nobody knows what the gaffers are at: 

Nobody knows not even the gaffers, 

Except they’ll keep their jobs. 

I’d go on the dole but dole is a curse 
Bleeding the strength of the best and the worse, 
Living off money that should have been spent 
Making this land the way it was meant: 

Gaffers are canny with money thats ours, 
Doling it out keeps them in jobs. 


Signal box, siding, depot and station, 

Silent as islands of desolation, 

Weeds where junctions once were bright steel 
Rage as the empty miles unreel : 

Gaffers are building a High Speed Train 
With nowhere to go but faster. 


Working trains that now never fail, 

Crippled wagons and redundant rail, 

Headed for’t scrapyard and wrecking crew. 
Tail-lamping history we’re blowing through: 
Excepting gaffers and gaffers gaffers 
Rationalising all but themselves. 
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I'm a railway goods guard at the end of the line, 
Preparing trains of a finished time, 

Shackling wagons that carry away 
A hundred and fifty years Railway: 

Gaffers dont know, gaffers cant tell 
A stop-board from a distant. 
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SHUNTERS NIGHTMARE 


Get that Mineral out of Seven, 

Push the Cripples clear of Two, 
Pipe the Carlisles and the Camdens, 
See about a road for Crewe. 

Trim the tail lamps, 

Trim the tail lamps, 

Work a rounder till were through. 


Heres a Tripper backing in, 

Every waggon different road, 

Fifty kinds of bleedin’ coupling, 

Must have been an overload 1 
Clean the sand drag, 

Clean the sand drag, 

Work that shunt pole till you’ve blowed. 


Keep the ground frame clear of litter, 
Move those levers till you ache, 

Get the wagon numbers passing 
For the Tops Inspectors sake. 

Watch that Diamond, 

Watch that Diamond, 

Dont derail another ’Brake. 
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Check the chutes on every Hopper, 
Shackle all the engines on. 

Give the guard a hand Preparing, 
Wake the Tapper up, my son. 
Heres your wages, 

Heres your wages, 

Count it when the job is done. 


ROAD LEARNING 


Nay, but Copy Pits a bleeder, 
Have you ever worked yon Line 
Wi’ a train of empty non-fits 
Buffering-mad the whole incline? 


Keeps your bowels right, said the Old Guard, 
Has your liver in good nick 
Bouncin’ up an’ down this railway 
Feelin’ every sleeper stick. 


Nay, but Copy Pits a bleeder, 

After midnight wi’ the rain 
Seepin’ from a cloud all round your 
Drowned out vision of a train. 


Still be there, lad, said the Old Guard, 
Nothing happens on this road 
Save the ghosts o’ Kitsons Wood 
Might arrange a shiftin’ load. 
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An’ I’ve heard a Steamer Mowin' 
Up from Gannow wi’ the dawn, 
Long dead drivers gazin' at yon, 
Drivers dead 'fore I was born. 

Still, you’ll learn a bit o’ Railway 
From a road wi’ character, 

More than Main line gallivantin' 
On a few-stops passenger. 


Nay, but Copy Pits a bleeder, 

When the moor forgets to stop, 
Leaning over wi’ a whisper: 

Now then, bugger, wheers the Top? 


IN TRAFFIC 


When you see the light I'm showing 
Shove back the train, 

Its a slow green, and a good green, 
In off the Main. 


Push them up to the buffer ends, 
I'll get the brakes, 

One easy shunt towards me, 
Thats all it takes. 


I’ll tail lamp the engine, 
Were wired to the shed, 
One for the last road 
And first road ahead. 
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trade unions and the arts 


The Trade Union Movement, founded as it was 
to pursue the economic and political interests of 
working people, has since its earliest beginnings 
also sought to give expression to their cultural 
aspirations. The National Consolidated Trade 
Union proposed as early as 1834 that: “Each 
lodge do make arrangements” for affording mem- 
bers “every facility for meeting together for 
friendly conversation, mutual instruction and 
rational amusement or recreation” and since 1868 
the Movement’s interest in the Arts has found 
expression at the annual TUC Congress. 

The work of the TUC Advisory Committee on 
the Arts, Entertainment and Sports is reported 
each year to Congress. This Committee was set up 
in 1978 arising from one of the recommendations 
of the TUC Working Party on the Arts — a full 
copy of the Working Party Report can be 
obtained from the TUC, Congress House, Great 
Russell Street, London WCiB 3LS. 
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